JOHNDRYDEN                          65
Grand Chorus: As from the power of sacred lays
The spheres began to move, And sung the great Creator's praise
To all the blest above; So when the last and dreadful hour This crumbling pageant shall devour, The trumpet shall be heard on high, The dead shall live, the living die, And music shall untune the sky.
From THE SECULAR MASQUE (1700)
Janus:
CHRONOS, Chronos, mend thy pace: An hundred times the rolling sun Around the radiant belt has run
In his revolving race. Behold, behold, the goal in sight; Spread thy fans and wing thy flight.
Chronos:
Weary, weary of my weight, Let me, let me drop my freight, And leave the world behind,
I could not bear,
Another year, The load of humankind.JOHNDRYDEN                          65
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